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romance always appeals.    There is still something to me almost incredible in the idea of a young Galilean peasant imagining that he could bear on his own shoulders the burden of the entire world: all that had already been done and suffered, and all that was yet to be done and suffered: the sins of Nero,   of Csesar Borgia, of Alexander vi., and of him  who was Emperor of Rome and Priest of the Sun:  the sufferings of those whose names are legion and whose dwelling is among the tombs: oppressed nationalities, factory children, thieves, people in prison, outcasts, those who   are  dumb  under oppression and whose silence is heard only of God;  and not merely imagining this but actually achieving it, so that at the present moment all who come   in   contact   with   his   personality,  even though they may neither bow to his altar nor kneel before his priest, in some way find that the ugliness of their sin is taken away and the beauty of their sorrow revealed to them.
I had said of Christ that he ranks with the poets. That is true. Shelley and Sophocles are of his company. But his entire life also is the